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tiful 1 About the living centre of that quiet
and lovely beast, all life ordered itself, like a
pattern of sand on a glass touched by a bow.
It was all as it was, it could not be otherwise.
He would not have it otherwise. Things were
as they were now, inevitable, unalterable,
beautiful, with a terrible beauty that with a
sovereign nod motioned all joy to silence.
There was no room for happiness; at this
centre it could not breathe, and it was no
longer desired, no longer desirable.

A sweet ache of longing throbbed through
his ecstasy. If only he could know things as
he knew them now, always and for ever,
Never to be flung off again from-this calm
centre where there was neither expectation
nor dismay, where no friend could help nor
lover be recognized, where pride and hypocrisy
fell ofi like a muddied garment, and to
surrender all was to receive all, and to be
nothing was to be all.

Infinite depths away he could see himself
and Felicia and Bettington struggling after a
dream, after a faint reflection of the light he
stood in now. He could never tell them, he
could never reach to them ; and there were no
words.

He rose to his feet, shuddering, with a